distinctly and close to had taken possession of him with a
sudden and inexplicable violence.

After a few minutes the boy reappeared dressed. He was
wearing a deep blue linen suit, his bronzed legs were bare
and he had sandals on his feet. He kept his hands thrust
in his leather belt and his hair lay smooth and shining
with wetness on his forehead, displaying the small and
well-bred shape of his head. Ambrosius did not see all
this until the boy had sauntered along the terrace, and
now stood still watching him in turn. When Ambrosius,
without realising it, gave him a shy, yet inviting, smile,
the child came up to him without taking his eyes off him.

"Do you speak German?" he asked familiarly,
halting in front of Ambrosius.

"Yes, my boy," said Ambrosius, pleased with the
intimate note of the question.

The boy pointed a brown forefinger at Ambrosius*
eyes. " If you'll let me look through your dark window
once, I'll show you my horse in exchange," he said
expectantly.

" There you are," answered Ambrosius, taking off his
glasses, so that his surroundings became blurred and
darkened.

" Pouf 1 " said the boy, after he had peered through
the glasses. " That's nothing. A microscope is much
nicer. Thanks. Now you may see my horse."

The small brown hand was plunged into a pocket and
brought to light a sea-horse, a poor sun-scorched thing,
that was offered on the palm of the hand with great
pride.

** Hippocampus antiquorum," he added.

Ambrosius had to smile, '* Do you know Latin ? Why,
you are the complete zoologist," he said.

<c Yes, of course I am. I want to become a zoologist.
Uncle Mars is one already. Uncle Marx says that when
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